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THE TEMPLE INVISIBLE 


—and other poems— 


by 
MARY CORRINGHAM 


“By many hands the work of God 
is done ; 

Swart toil, pale thought, flushed 
dream, He spurneth none ; 

Yea! and the weaver of a little 
rhyme 

Is seen His worker in His own full 
time.” 


—RICHARD LE GALLIENNE 
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DEDICATION 


(To one met in the Temple Invisible) 


I sing content 

In each soft word, 
For here is pent 

The voice that stirred 
This instrument, 

And made it heard ; 
That smoothed and blent 

The notes I blurred ; 
That walked a spirit to create, 


Which else were inarticulate. 


Printed by C. Subbarayudu, at the Vasanta Press, Adyar, Madras. 


Poy hed FOUN 


I offer unto thee what is thine own : 
Like storm-worn birds returning to their nest, 
Each little rhyme shall flutter to thy breast, 
Within its holy peace to be caressed— 
Ah ! what would I not give to be thus blessed ! 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2024 
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THE TEMPLE INVISIBLE 


The Temple Invisible stands 
Just beyond human eye, 
Out of the reach of hands ; 
Distant, yet ever nigh. 
Raised at the walls of thought, 
On the summit of the mind ; 
Carved, exquisitely wrought 
By the seeing and the blind 
Never was music heard, 
Never was poem writ, 
But the Temple Invisible stirred 
With the joyous song of it. 
No artist toiled with a brush, 
Painting his soul’s delight, 
But in that sacred hush 
Had visioned such a sight. 


Whether the world at heel, 

Or walking the world apart, 
Within the Temple | steal, 

And only take my heart. 
I] have no gift to bring, 

I have no boon to crave ; 
For what were fitting thing 


For Him, Who all things gave ? 


Here shall I meet my friend, 
Here shall I meet my love ; 
The one whom I can tend, 
The one | may not prove. 
Meeting, yet not with speech : 
Silence ! There is no choice. 
Yet words, from each to each 
Shall speed, unwinged of voice. 
Give me, oh! friend, thy hand— 
Thy spirit’s hand, no less ; 
Let us together stand 
As Benedictions bless. 
And thou, oh ! love, forget 
The cause of thy dismay— 
I bring no vain regret 
I come only to pray. 


“A BLIND GIRL’S WORK” 


(A recent needlework exhibition included a child’s 
outfit knitted by a blind girl for a winter appeal for 
the poor.) 


“A blind girl’s work . . . thisknittedset . . .” 
I stop to read, I half forget 

The time, the place, the bustling throng, 

Since here is music, but no song. 

Behind a pane of glass they lie, 

Witness to every passer-by 

How even dread afflictions move 

Great souls to charity and love ; 

Garments of wool, as soft and white 

As petals falling in moonlight 

From some late spring-o’erburdened tree— 
Beauty her eyes can never see ; 

Garments to gladden some poor home 

Where joy and kindness seldom come, 

Yet now shall glow with heavenly grace 

As if an angel shared the place, 

(Oh ! blessed be the favoured child 

At thought of whom blind eyes have smiled !) 
“«,)~ Made by a girl who could not see 


The accusing placard frowns at me, 
Whose riches spell such poverty. 

I humbly hope that God will say 

On that far-off, appointed day 

When, in her thankful, brave surprise 

She mounts His stair with seeing eyes : 

‘‘ Daughter, each stitch has been a prayer. 
Such holy robes the saints would wear ; 
Come in, my household needs your care.” 


And take her hand, and lead her there. 


THE OX AND THE ASS 


(“On Christmas Eve a programme will be broadcast 
from the Church of the Nativity at Bethlehem.” 
—News item) 


We shall tune in, and hear, 
Resonant and clear, 

Far Bethlehem church bells chime 
As if such things as space and time 
Forgot to sever, forgot to climb, 

As the indrawing year 

Brings the Hour near. 


We shall tune in, and listen, 
And almost see the bright star glisten, 
Being but a shadow’s length removed 


From the fields where the Shepherds roved. 


But ere we know it, the clock will strike 

Twelve brazen chords—midnight !—like 

The sound you hear just before waking, 

When the Gates clang, and the dream is breaking, 
And Someone says : ‘“‘ Time for leave-taking.” 


Then Christmas Eve will be Christmas Day, 
As the broadcast echoes roll away. 


(Would they think me crazy if I should say : 


‘‘T wanted to hear the animals speak ! 

‘‘ The stable door in the night-wind creak ; 
‘“‘ The rustle of straw as the cattle rise, 
‘With twitching ears and wideawake eyes, 
‘¢ And stamp impatient hoofs in the stall, 

‘‘ Breathe on the manger, and softly call— 
“ Each of his own kind to the other— 
“Not ‘ox’ nor ‘ass’, but simply ‘ brother’, 
‘“‘ Using the inadequate speech that is 

‘* Man’s, to utter their prophecies 


Ox:— ‘Long and deep, 
Bitter and steep 
(When I scarce could creep) 
Have I ploughed my furrow. 
Sweating with strain 
At the taut, rough rain— 
Ah! the searing pain 
Of my heart’s dumb sorrow ; 
But never yet 
Has my master set 


Me an Olivet.” 
(2 


ASS :— 


ASS :— 


“| am synonymous with scorn ; 

To man’s derision I was born— 

My birthright, mockery. 

Since neither friends nor foes have I, 
Who would betray, who would deny 
What virtue dwells in me ? 

Men call me hideous and unkempt, 

Yet none would drive me with contempt, 
Bleeding, to Calvary.” 


“Hush! I thought . . . did you feel anything >’ 


“‘Kneel, brother, kneel !” 


THE DAUGHTER OF JAIRUS 


Now I know, now I believe 
The tale of Jairus’s daughter ; 
How that she did receive 
Life, albeit men thought her 
Dead. When her virgin room 
Was filled with bitter lament 
For the rose destroyed in its bloom, 
Nor spring yet spent. 
Now I know, now | believe 
How that they sought the Lord. 
(‘‘Come ye, whoso doth grieve . . . ”) 
Yet strange was His word : 
‘* She is not dead, but sleeping.” 
Had they not seen Death creeping, 
And his step heard > 


Now I know, now I believe 
Itow that the Christ went in. 

Where they her shroud did weave, 
(Not here, not here, sin.) 

With Jairus, and the maid’s mother, 
For she loved most 

These, and there was none other 


Save the Holy Ghost. 
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“Talitha, cumi”, He spoke. 
(Now I know, now I believe 
That a spirit may win reprieve.) 
She awoke. 
Back from the gloom—or the light— 
Who shall say whence—noon or night ? 
But here is life. Life is sweet. 


And He said: “ Give her to eat.” 


This I believe, this I know, 
You having summoned, 

With a word spoken low, 
My soul from the dead. 


GRACE AT CHRISTMASTIDE 


‘Every small act of grace 
“Ts fruitful ”, saith the Lord. 
‘“* Where kindliness shows its face 
“* My love is poured. 
‘Yea |! in compassion’s place 
** "Tis richly stored.” 


(Master, except for Christ, 
In Bethlehem who has won 

That gift in gold unpriced— 
Thy benison > 

What simplest deed sufficed 
Thy will to have done >) 


‘“* Blest be the wind that sheathed 
‘Its sword, when no sun shone ; 
‘The friendly kine that breathed 
‘“ Warm on the manger-stone, 
‘**So that cold frost, white-wreathed, 
‘* Melted—was gone.” 


ANNIVERSARY : AUGUST 4, 1914 


Let us be done with strife, let us give over 


While there’s still pity enough all hate to cover ; 


Surely the bitterness of a score of years 
Should be effaced by the river of our tears. 


Who will, may glory and honour claim. 
And who will, deny the slur and the shame. 
But, in war, whatever be lost and won 

Is never Justice’s final criterion. 


Vain is the laurel, whichever brow it bless, 


If when the battle’s o’er comes no forgetfulness ; 


Fallen the dead in vain, save their forgiving 
Joins us once more in heart for friendlier living. 


Let us cease calling each other enemy ; 

Man has no wit to judge conquered from free, 
Nor which is foe, which friend, to decide— 
Else Barabbas, not Christ, had died. 


ALL THINGS IN SEASON 


I would that I were summer to your heart, 
So I could bring 
The ripe fulfilment of each living thing 
To be of your soul’s essence some deep part ; 
But you have had your summer and your spring, 
Have known their green earth and their golden blaze, 
And now the garnered autumn of your days 
Turns on the wing. 
So many things I cannot give, | would— 
But you have had them in the years below, 
And now, up-climbed, they like a radiance show 
Within your eyes, possessed and understood 


Yet shall my hope endure, that you will know 
Through me, my dear, some lovelier afterglow. 


ON READING ROSSETTI 


I had drawn comfort from the printed page— 
The pitiful small joy of suffering shared— 
For strangely like to mine were the wounds bared 
By that young poet of a bygone age. 
His words of wisdom and advice full sage 
Marked how in triumph o’er life’s sea he fared. 
Almost I was convinced. Then grief upstared, 
And said : ‘‘ There’s never poem can assuage 
‘““ What the heart knows to be the spirit’s loss, 
‘* Any more than springtime can reclothe the tree 
** Out of whose naked wood is carved thy cross. 
‘“* Nor sun, nor rain, restore the prophecy 
“That spoke from the green leaves upon its brow— 
“Where only thorns for weaving flourish now.” 


ANAGRAM INSCRIPTION IN A BOOK 
OF ROSSETTIS: POEMS 


Rarely, too rarely, as the poet cried, 

Oh, spirit, comest thou into my heart ! 

Save when some counsellor from worlds apart 

Stirs the swift flame of hope long since denied. 
Even such a one was he whose book this is : 

Turn to the truth which “‘ Parted Love ” immures— 
“ Thy heart rends thee, and thy body endures ”— 
Is it not thus we bartered peace for bliss > 
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FAIR EXCHANGE 


Because you said : “| liked your little rhyme "— 
I have a joy to hold till end of time. 

Not death, and not defeat, can ever slay 

The resolute hope you gave me yesterday. 


“ My little rhyme ”—that is my very soul— 
Not just a part of me. It is the whole 
Of all I might be, or have been before, 


And when | give this, | can give no more. 


They say the wise and good in Heaven are crowned, 
Gold diadems upon their brows are bound. 

I'll gladly go thorn-wreathed till end of time, 

Since you, my dear, have liked my little rhyme. 
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“WHAT'S IN A NAME?” 


I never expected that I should hear 
Great choirs of angels singing ; 

But you spoke my name, and they sounded clear 
As a vibrant anthem ringing 

Across the immensity of space 
Between me and their Heaven, 

Where they pray in that white and lofty place, 
Forgiving me seven times seven. 


I never expected that I should know 
The peace of holy blessing ; 

But you spoke my name, and it seemed as though 
Your voice was half caressing. 

“Mary ”’, you said, and that was all. 
Ah ! praised be God in His Heaven, 

That He stooped to answer my spirit’s call, 
Blessing me seven times seven. 
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THE LIBERATOR 


You gave me back my wings : 
Ah ! poor wings, folded 

So long, that no bough swings 
In trees firm-moulded ! 

Can you move, can you stretch out, 
Can you curve and thrust, 

Can you poise, can you wave about, 
Shake off the dust > 

Can you swoop to earth, knowing 
It not as a prison 

But the home of green things growing, 
And of me, up-risen ? 

Even more, can you bear me 
Aloft, afar, 

To—I have reached it rarely— 
That furthest star > 

Can you glide, can you rest at will, 
Knowing true peace 

Not death is, but movement still, 
Though flight should cease ? 

Can you mount, can you aspire, 
High o’er clouds winging— 

Gather up heaven’s fire 
For my new singing ? 
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Letter from a Hunted Stag to the Prince who had hunted 
him 
(after the German of Matthias Claudius, 1740—1815) 


Your Serene Highness, most Gracious Prince and Master ! 
I have today had the favour 
of being hunted with hounds 
by your Illustrious Highness. 
Beg, however, most humbly, 
that you will graciously deign 
to spare me from that in the future. 
Your Illustrious Highness 
should be only once hunted with hounds, 
and you would not find my petition unfair ! 
I lie here and can not raise my head, 
and the blood pours 
from my mouth and nostrils. 
How can your Highness 
really have the heart 
to hunt to death 
a poor, harmless beast 
existing on grass and herbs ? 
Rather let me be shot, 
so I am swiftly despatched. 
On second thoughts, it may be your Highness 
gets some amusement from hunting. 
But if you only knew how my heart throbs, 
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you surely would not do it again. 
I who have the honour to be 
even unto death 


25 


CHERRY BLOSSOM TIME 


Do you know that the cherry-tree 

In the sacred garden wept ; 
Crying out : “‘ Where is he— 

‘* My lover—who has not kept 
‘* His vigil today with me. 

‘* Has he all springtime slept >” 
They say that the cherry-tree 

Uttered a solemn vow : 
‘| have longed so steadfastly 

‘For this beauty upon my brow ; 
‘* But if he comes not to see, 

‘*T shall shed the burden now.” 
They tell me the cherry-tree 

Began to shudder and sigh ; 
And shake ; till about her knee 

The blossoms lay heaped high. 
When she stood stark and free, 

She said : “I am ready to die.” 
I have heard how the cherry-tree 

Then dropped one last sad tear 
On that grave of ecstasy. 

But a white dove flying near, 
Called to her pityingly : 

“Next year, my dear. Next year |” 
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AND THEN SPAKE GOD 


(From the German) 


And then spake God : I will probe into you, 
And see why you oft shun my memory. 

I brought you forth when the first day was new, 
It was my hands that you flowed gently through— 
I gave you much that precious was to me. 

Not everything. And not the great white light 
That rests upon my forehead, never waning. 

You are not yet my chief, my last, delight, 

But just a man, a thing of power so slight, 

That my hands bear its shadow uncomplaining. 
Since | must often be withdrawn, apart, 

I gave you strength to hew me from the stone ; 
In every deed, at finish or at start 

You speak to me with speech that is your own, 
And when you speak to Nothing—I am its heart. 
Often I lift you up before my eyes, 

Then drive you from me with the thunder-cloud. 
I must do so ; else were you weak and proud. 

I] must reshape you still from day to day, 

And often let my heaven grow deeply grey, 

So that : “ How great, how strong it is!” you say. 
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ADVENTURE 


Since you have said your arms embrace me there— 
If I should meet you on your astral plane, 
Would it then be my greater loss or gain, 

For one brief moment such deep bliss to share ? 

To know thereafter nothing could compare 
With that fierce joy ; nor ease my fevered brain : 
Nor quench the fire ; nor deaden the dull pain ; 

Nor teach me how I might forget to care ? 


Should I not be content to worship here, 
Upon safe earth, where saner mortals plod. 
And pray that love shall wane as doth the year— 
Not rise to seek you at the feet of God ? 


For, if our spirit paths should ever cross, 
Ah ! would it be sweet gain or bitter loss ? 
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THE HIGH PLACE 


When you come again to this high place 
Where the dark forests are, 

(Between you and the city, space 
Stands like a door ajar), 

Think, in your lonely hour of grace : 
She is not very far ! 


She is as close to me as is 
This undividing gate, 

For here she stood—and even this 
Grew less inanimate, 

Sensing her inward ecstasies : 
Ah ! but she, too, must wait ! 


And you will hear the cattle low, 
Invisible, though near ; 

While distant planets fade and glow 
In speech as fully clear ; 

And unarrested night-winds flow 
Through the green leaf and sere. 


And if you never knew before 
How my love dwelled in you, 

Surely there now will break on your 
Calm, solitary view 

Such a grand vision that no more 
Our two souls shall be two. 


29 


LANDING AT FOLKESTONE 


Demure the little houses stand 

For friendly comfort, hand in hand ; 
Gardens that creep to meet the train 
Grow softly green with summer rain ; 
While on each face, in ordered row, 
Cowslips and currant bushes grow. 
The Channel waters moan and sigh, 
The Channel mist floats greyly by ; 
Who has not felt, adown the street, 
The Channel gust bite at his feet > 
Yet, mirror-calm or whipped to foam, 
The Channel brings the exile home, 
To set him down at Folkestone’s door, 
Draw back, and murmur ‘“‘ Nevermore ” 
And wait till he is out of sight 

To turn her head, lest his delight 

Once more in breathing England's air 
Should be so keen, she too must share 
In that swift, sweet reunion ; 

And burst her bonds, to thunder on 
Unarmoured coast, and landward move 
In mighty tides of ardent love. . . . 

It is as well the skies are grey 

(The thickest fog for years, men say)— 
The Channel brought me home today. 
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ADYTUM 


(“ Anima magis est ubi amat quam ubi animat.’— 


St. Augustine) 


If you should never grant that | may be 

The bread upon your altar, nor the wine— 
Since these are sanctified in purity 

To serve a purpose consciously divine ; 
Nor aid you, worshipping and reverent, 

To build a channel for the power you need, 
Officiating at Love’s sacrament— 

Giving yet not receiving in the deed ; 
Nor even be the vestments that you wear 

When you perform each sacred, mystic rite ; 
Nor the proud covering upon your hair ; 

Nor the pale candle that your fingers light ; 
Nor even the worn carpet that you tread 

With hallowing feet about the sanctuary ; 
Nor the tall cross that gleams above your head ; 

Nor the rich incense burning hazily. . . . 
If I may never be as close as is 

The holy liturgy within your hand, 
The sacramental cup that your lips kiss, 

The altar-rail so near to where you stand ; 


oA 


Nor be so intimate and blest a thing 
As aught that you have need of on your way 
Back to the Godhead whence you first did spring, 


Where lies fulfilment of your earth-bound day. . . . 


Oh ! let me play one humble, constant part 
(Lest I should go unneeded to the end, 
Wasting the deep devotion of my heart, 
With nothing spent of all that I would spend) ; 
Let me be as the golden lamp that swings 
Eternally above the altar-space, 
Stirred by the gentle touch of angel-wings, 
Shedding the mirrored glory of His face : 
Beauty intangible before your eyes 
To burn and burn . . . a flame that never dies ! 
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TOWAAVE THE WINE 


To have the wine, but not the cup ; 

The ointment, but no weary feet ; 
The table, but no guest to sup ; 

The word of love, but none to greet. 


(Let wine be poured, he does not thirst. 
What need for ointment on sound limb ? 
He comes not to your table first. 
Why should your love be aught to him >) 


The Master said : He is more blest, 

Who gives, than he to whom is given. 
I offer all, yet stay possessed 

Of all—shall I thus go unshriven ? 
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TO THE INDIFFERENT 


Not by still lake, not by the harried shore, 
Neither in steady moon nor wavering sun 
Does there sleep one unwritten metaphor 

That never song has ended or begun. 


What shall I liken you unto, O friend ? 

What simile is left, what figure of speech ? 

What strange, sweet beauty with your soul shall blend 
That lieth not too far beyond my reach ? 


I think you are most like a looking-glass 
Wherein for some brief time ourselves are seen ; 


You have held, yet hold not still, the things that passe. 2 


After me, you will be as unmoved and serene 
As if even I had never come between 
You and the sun’s dark shadow on the grass. 
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LET US NOT RAZE THE BARRIER 


Let us not raze the barrier, 

Though souls be rigidly confined ; 
I would not know what secrets stir 

Within the precincts of your mind. 
(How profiteth the trespasser, 

Since love is fleeting as the wind ?) 


Let us not clasp impatient hands 
For the brief sweetness of the flesh ; 
They who are free of passion-bands 
Find other nectar to refresh. 


The spirit walks a secret way : 
No rended veil, no shattered wall 

Shall yield where her strange footpaths stray, 
Nor how, for answer, one must call. 


Albeit unguarded your defence, 
All is most sacred unto me 
That dwelleth in the white, immense 
Realm of your soul . . . thus are we free. 
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LOVE 


Love came to me today. 
How should I tell > 
Each step along my way 
I feel his spell. 
Life and I smile upon 
Our long-drawn feud— 
Love has poured sweetness on 
My bitter solitude. 


He must have come, | know, 
I felt him lay 
His hand upon me—so. 
I begged him stay. 
““T go where love is shared.” 
I was content— 
Beloved, be prepared, 
It was your way he went ! 
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TRUST 


‘Ons asked of life : what thing is trust ? 
A steady gleam, a fitful spark, 
That flares in love, yet fades in lust, 
That guides through gloom, yet deepens dark. 
It was a white-plumed dove He thrust 
Upon believers in the ark 
A timid sparrow shared my crust, 
And blessed my breakfast in the park. 


37 


TO A VIOLINIST 


Speech is but silence broken, 
Moving, an ambient light, 

Over the deeps unspoken : 
Moon to the night. 


Song is but speech uncaged, 
Soaring, a bird set free, 

Unnamable grief assuaged : 
Starlight to sea. 


Music is song uplifted, _ 
Aspiring to that clear way 

Whither the soul has drifted : 
Sun to the day. 


The poet with searching fingers 
A violin’s soul has found, 

Weaving, where Heaven lingers, 
Rainbows of sound. 
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THIS IS REGRET 


This is regret, in the full of life 

When there’s nought to whet the unedged knife ; 
When of food there’s plenty, but appetite none— 
Oh, at ten-and-twenty, what’s to be done ? 


Not sour the bread, nor the butter rancid ; 
He could have fed on what he fancied. 

Not coarse the fish, nor the meat toughened, 
Nor cloth nor dish by usage roughened. 


He had his share of sweet and bitter ; 
Of wines most rare nought could be fitter 
Than that which graced his polished table 
Sealed for his taste with a King’s label. 


What did he want ? Nought the meal needed. 
He gazed upon't ; it lay unheeded. 

It gathered dust ; the bright flowers faded ; 
And moth and rust his feast invaded 


Why does he bide, the lamplight burning ? 
Shall there be pride beyond all spurning >? 
Nay ! love denied is unreturning. 
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NATURE HATH HERBS 


Nature hath herbs to soothe each sting : 
Nettle and dock grow side by side. 
Man with his small imagining 
Sees in surprise the two allied. 
From what dim forest yet may spring 
The lowly weed wherein shall bide 
The salve for spirit-comforting, 
The balm for love that goes denied ? 


Science with shackled foot may tread 
The path of mortal waywardness ; 
Old wisdom is abandoned 
For swifter ease from pain’s duress ; 
Less oft recoils on man’s own head 
The yielding body’s brief excess. 
(I would that she might seek instead 


An opiate for grief’s timelessness. ) 
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JOHN RALSTON : IN MEMORIAM 


(The Australian actor, famous for his portrayal of 
Schubert in “ Lilac Time,” and for his interpretation 


of various leading roles in the Savoy Operas. Died 
April 4, 1933.) 


Year-old or yesterday, 
Vain is death’s fretting ; 
Cloud not this April day 
With new regretting. 
He has escaped the night— 
A lark, upwinging— 
Somewhere, though out of sight, 
To go on singing. 


Let us put grief aside ; 
Past ages promise 
Not even death can hide 
Man’s greatness from us. 
Rather be proud he went 
High in his glory 
To some far Continent 
With song and story. 
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All that he gave of bliss 
And fine elation— 
Let us hold fast to this 
For compensation. 
Ever the role he played 
Was life, unfolding ; 
Vivid through Art he made 
Our dim beholding. 


Schubert and Sullivan— 
Perchance One other— 
Since music voids may span 
Called to their brother, 
With spirit-voice sublime, 
Earth-ties to sever 
Now in their Lilac Time 


He dwells for ever. 


’ 
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SKY PIECE 


Last night I saw a dragon peering 
O’er the high bars of hell ; 
Closer he crouched until his leering 
Face, indescribable, 
Lit by a flickering, futile flame 
All blood-red turned, and he 
With slavering jaws and greedy paws 
Reached out, to encompass me. 


Last night I saw an angel smiling 
On the gold fringe of heaven ; 
Tender and sad, as if beguiling 
One who had not forgiven. 
I was the grace-withholder, | 
The victim of the beast : 
This cloud sailed by in the western sky— 
The other rose in the east. 
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MAGDALENE HAD LOVERS SEVEN 


Magdalene had lovers seven. 
She lived, yet knew not Heaven 
Until the Man of Sorrows found her fair. 
She for whom hearts did break— 
What tribute might she make 
To Him Who glorified her with a prayer ? 


Perfumed and spiced and sweet 
Upon Christ’s dusty feet 
Magdalene poured her lover’s gift of oil ; 
The alabaster jar 
Costlier than jewels are 
Lay shattered ere it yielded its rich spoil 


Nothing so rare have | 
Beneath the impartial sky 
To make my love in splendid offering. 
A smile, a word, a kiss ; 
No more, no less than this— 
Though I would give my life—are all I bring. 
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SILENCE DETHRONED 


Almost I wish you had not spoken 
Since so much must be left unsaid ; 

Poor voiceful silence—bond unbroken— 
I coveted. 


Oh! was there need for any telling 
How in your mind we two were one, 
Since far beyond our own compelling 
Love had begun ? 


You read my spirit’s swift surrender, 


Though lips were mute through day and night : 


Must you seize thought, aloof yet tender, 
To know delight > 


I ever raised the barrier higher 

When unveiled eyes with warmth did glow : 
Silence so wisely masks desire— 

As friend. . . as foe. 
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TO A MATERIALIST 


Guard fearfully your little hour of bliss, 

And on the hearth of comfort warm your soul ; 
Be well content your wisdom lies in this : 

Only to crave what mortal hands control. 
Be glad that you have spilled no fleeting hour 

Upon the sea of unfulfilled desires ; 
Nor sought too far and vainly for your powers : 

Whom pleasant hills may charm, the mountain tires. 
How should you know there is no thing to tell 

Of all that moves beneath the surfaced mind, 
Because the song remains unutterable— 

Even as springtime is unto the blind > 


I covet not your boasted peace of mind, 

Nor set your standards up to be my gauge, 
Nor starve my vagrant spirit till it find 

A substitute more fitting to the age. 
Rather I scorn the wisdom you deem good ; 

True freedom is far nobler than release. 
The barren moor is lighter than the wood, 

Yet I know where there bides the deeper peace. 
You have your earthly glow ; I seek my star. 

So shall my unfettered spirit rise in flight ; 
And though my lamp burn fitful and afar, 

It shall have guided me from dark to light. 
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The fleeting lusts of the body are nothing worth ; 
The appetite once fed is swiftly gone ; 

What springs from earth shall return again to earth : 
Only the undying spirit lingers on. 

To have fanned the wavering flame from the fragile spark, 
Nor to have sheltered, but to have left it free ; 

To have known it dashed and shattered against the dark, 
And still to have blindly hoped in its constancy— 

This were the test of a faith in love deferred, 
Trust in a promise, however fugitive. 

They may not drift to complacency unstirred 
Who seek fulfilment where hidden glories live. 


It is not that I have no anchor to cast, 
Or that I ever must sail before the wind. 
Lo ! to the seeker there shall be shown at last 
A tranquil, worldless haven within the mind. 
But it will be as a guerdon to reward 
The striving after illumination of soul. 
And not some earthly treasure that he has stored 
Within the narrow limits of his own goal. 
You scoff because the unbidden tears may rise— 
Holding the clustered cowslips in my hand— 
When on the impressionable view of inner eyes 
Breaks the lost thought of some beloved land. 
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You have not known a vagrant scent could convey 
An aching memory down unforgotten years, 
Of pink dog-roses, honeysuckle, white may 
And then awakened, heavy with unshed tears. 
All self-sufficient, you crown your arrogant pride 
With undisturbed security, hard and still ; 
Nor heeding (how should you know ?) you have been 
denied 


The delicate fancies of unrestrained will. 


But I would never walk in your unmoved way, 
Satisfied, piling your little stone on stone ; 
Leashing your spirit captive lest it stray 
In the forbidden precincts of the unknown. 
(Oh ! how | pity the soul wherefrom is gone 
Tender illusion and inviolable fear— 
Like the dead branch the white dove settles on, 
There leaps no pulse at the knowledge of beauty 


near.) 


For if your placid indifference spells content, 
Rather I would my spirit knew no rest, 

Than clasp the shallow, the false, the impermanent, 
(Even as you have done), and call them blest ! 
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INVASION 


Well, you would have it so ; now you shall see 
All that has yet eluded you in me. 
Only this little room out of the whole 
Unbarred, made-welcome house that was my soul, 
I sought to hang my curtaining self before 
Just now I heard you stealthily try the door. 
Since you would have it so, then be content ; 
Know that this is the room wherein I spent 
The hours that you begrudge me from the past. 
Enter and gaze ; feast, since you would not fast, 
Your eyes upon what you have coveted. 
Here are no silks nor satins richly spread 
As for some favoured lover, nor any stark 
Secret that might have needed sheltering dark. 
This is a plain room—space, and nothing more ; 
See, I have washed the windows, scrubbed the floor, 
And now the wind blows through it, cool and sweet, 
But nothing’s here to see, and none to greet. 


(What if the haunting thoughts that herein dwell 
Are by the invading mind discoverable >) 


“Vain task, to guard an empty room, you say ; 
‘““You might have let me see it before today.” 
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JUSTICE WITHHELD 


Did I startle you, my soft foot falling 

On softer carpet upon the untroubled floor >? 

Or was it the moaning of the closing door 

(As a breaking voice for mercy might implore) 

That made you turn sharply—so—from where you gazed 
At your lean hands in the water ; for when you raised 
To me your face, with its fierce frown appalling, 

Your eyes glittered like steel all freshly glazed— 

Till the mind sickened at memory recalling 


I, too, stood with the bestial mob that clamoured 
For His body, and viciously swelled the cry 

That beat the air, till the sky itself had hammered 
On barricaded Heaven : “ Crucify ! Crucify !” 
And they thrust the crown of thorns upon His brow, 
Yelling with glee to watch the blood flow fast, 

While you turned your head, even as just now, 
(You were more friend than foe of His to the last), 
Eyeing Him mournfully, mouthing us scornfully, 

As lower and lower dropped His bleeding head. 
You plunged your hands in the water-bowl, and said 
With eyes down-bent : 


‘* Of this just person’s blood I am innocent.” 


> 
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MIRACLE 


What like is the acorn to the oak, 
Or the brown seed to the fern ? 
Yet each shall shed its secret cloak, 
That each may heavenward turn. 


What like is the egg to the dappled bird, 
The cocoon to the butterfly > 

Yet after the mystery has stirred, 
The winged shall mount the sky. 


What like is the green bud on the tree 
To the blossom, or to the fruit > 
Yet all shall spring invisibly 
From the same hiddentroot. 


What like is the Master to the man, 
Or the Heavenworld to the earth > 


One the designer, one the plan, 
With the miracle of rebirth. 
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HE UN TED 


Whir of grey magpie wings, dull croak of frogs, 
A stealthy rustle from the fallen logs ; 
Hushed hum of insects drowsed with late noon heat, 
And from afar a lone sheep's idle bleat. 
He in his warren sensed the noonday cool 
And steeped in dusk, save where a golden pool 
Showed how each sparsely-sheltered burrow mouth 
Had trapped the sunshine on its journey south. 
He slumbered, with his furred brood there secure, 
Dreaming of some sweet, grassy paddock’s lure, 
No more to be dog-hunted from his lair 
From that green meadow, free from trap or snare— 
Perhaps some Eden, where all men were blind, 


To shelter him and his defenceless kind 


Startled he woke, as danger’s scent or sound 
Called forth strange tremors from the vibrant ground :; 
And now the throbbing of his little heart 
Seemed fit to rend his quivering breast apart, 
The while the dear ones clustered by his side 
To show him love, were all escape denied. 
What death, what death, O God, that hunts them 
here > 
Have they no hole for home but follows fear ? 
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Lo ! and for answer,’ thwart the shaft of light 
There shuffles a lean body, starkly white, 
With vicious head, and fiery-glinting eyes, 
And snapping mouth all eager for the prize. 
Oh ! such a tiny thing to have for dower 
The torture of these mute ones in his power. 
Where shall they flee, or how this fiend outwit ? 
Whence find the cunning ’gainst his own to pit ? 


No hope, but still the tunnel-way lies clear, 
And there is friendly bracken growing near, 
Could he but reach the end—one moment yet, 
And his tense body fills the waiting net. 
Ah ! here are human hands that nearer grope, 
And there the ferret scampers up the slope, 
But neither here nor there for him is hope. 


One memory striking sharply through his pain— 
The scent of pine-cones drenched with autumn rain— 
Then a closed door that opened not again. 
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“OPEN SEASON ” 


What shall these hold as fear within the heart, 
Who of great Nature are so small a part ? 
Who know the dark but as the unfeared shade 
Of some benevolent Hand upon them laid ; 
And this wide, deepening silence on the hill 
The reverberant echo of voices never still : 
The storm, the calm, the green leaf and the sere, 
The equable distribution of their year : 
Who move content within their bush-bound ways, 
And leave man to his own impenetrable maze ? 


If, when the full moon tops the waiting trees, 
There quiver an unknown scent upon the breeze, 
Like a steel-pointed javelin that is thrust 
Into their meditation, shall they trust 
That none shall come save those who crave delight 
To share the ecstatic glory of the night ? 


Or, being stirred by instinct of their kin, 
Like the strange, dim uncertainties that begin 
To shatter sweet serenity of mind 
When faith goes drifting—gossamer on the wind— 
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Grasp the destroying thought that there may be 
Beyond soft, friendly shadows— Enemy ? 


It is so beautiful here beneath the moon ; 
The air is crisp, tender the wind, and soon 
There shall be warm-furred bodies closely pressed 
Within the comfortable intimacy of the nest ; 
And, gift of the great protecting Spirit, sleep. 
On four unechoing feet shall downward creep. 


What stirs there in the shadows ? Surely—Friend ? 
Death challenges : the dream is at an end ! 
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PITY DWELLS NOT 


Beauty beyond all seeking, 
Heaven’s purity in the air ; 
And a crazed rabbit shrieking 
In the iron jaws of a snare. 
Birds in a nest forsaken— 
Who shall their grief assuage ? 
For fledglings have been taken 
To fill some empty cage. 
White sheep browse in the hollow 
Of a green mountain-way, 
And hovering, jet crows follow 
Where the young lambkins stray. 
A snake glides from the thicket, 
Warm sun its only spoil ; 
Two booted feet still kick it 
Into an empty coil. 
A young fox through the bushes 
Speeds with unconscious grace 
Till a swift bullet rushes 
To still its eager pace. 


They say man made the city, 

And God the wide, free land ; 
I only know that pity 

Dwells not on either hand. 
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COUNTRY CHURCH : SATURDAY 


The door stood open. Deeply green 
Tall fir-trees framed the space between 
White weathered gate and burned brick arch, 
Spreading soft shade with daytime’s march 
It seemed the moment for a prayer, 
And so | came upon her there, 
Tidying the ragged stems of flowers 
To gladden people’s Sabbath hours. 
The glowing wood and polished brass 
Showed where her ministering hand did pass. 
(Oh ! could she tell if He would bless 
Such reverent toil for cleanliness >) 
So welcoming her smile, I stayed 
To talk with her when I had prayed ; 
(And praying, oh! what peace had come 
To me, so far afield from home !) 
—‘ It was my turn to sweep the church.” — 
Proudly she spoke ; I felt my search 
Of wondrous ways to serve the Lord 
Were put to shame by that one word 

‘“‘ Sweep "—-since in dreams alone | planned 
What she accomplished with her hand. 

—‘ We meet here every Saturday 

“To put His house in ordered way ; 
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“We scrub the floor, and dust each wall, 
‘* And do such homely tasks as fall 

“To any housewife, for we know 

“Our Lord would like to have it so.” — 


She turned, holding the last bright bloom 
That was to grace the holy room. 
Oh ! I do never hope to see 
A look of such tranquillity 
As to her blue eyes God had given 
For her sweet Martha-love of Heaven. 
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AT BOWENFELS 


(Blue Mountains, Australia) 


Do the apples hang ripe at Bowenfels ? 
Is it autumn now on the mountain farm ? 
If I might walk where my spirit dwells, 
Should | feel again the same old charm ? 
Does the golden cypress still scent the air 
All through the long, late afternoon ? 
Do the cows rise up from her shade, and stare, 
And wonder if milking time is soon ? 
Would there be cream cake and fresh brown bread 
Awaiting me in the porch at four, 
And a dog with eyes of amber-red 
To welcome me if I found that door ? 
I do remember how black ants crept 
From the creviced earth for a fallen crust, 
As a mother-hen towards me stepped, 
Shaking her feathers free from dust ; 
How Tom-puss, of body lithe and lean, 
Midst gum-tree saplings stalked his prey, 
While a rabbit leaped from the bracken’s screen, 
And a cow-bell sounded, far away. 
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(My senses quicken, my soul rebels, 
I beg for news, but no man tells— 
Oh ! to be home at Bowenfels !) 
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HASSAN’S WALLS 


(Blue Mountains, Australia) 


If I could always watch the white moon rise 

Beyond the jagged line of Hassan’s Walls, 
And ever feel the same swift, glad surprise 

Surge in my heart, the while around me falls 
Shaft upon radiant shaft from opal skies, 

Gold with the glamour that my soul enthralls ; 
Or hear the cricket trilling forth his song 

From the torn shadow of the cypress trees, 
To blend with music that the kurrajong 

Shakes from her leaves upon the mountain breeze ; 
Until within me stirs desire full strong, 

As if my spirit would reach out and seize 
The everlasting grandeur of the scene " 

And still be moved as I have always been— 


Should | then rest content in my delight, 

Or would there wake again the old alarm > 
So many things have faded from my sight, 

So many things of once enduring charm. 
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KURRAJONG: BY MOONLIGHT 


The indefinable limits of unremembered land 
Stretch out vague arms to the shadowed embrace of 
night. 
None but the moon with white, unfaltering hand 
Shall seal the severed way from the plain to the 
height. 
She rises, crimson, up from expectant east, 
Turning her placid face to a hushed, still world ; 
Even the drowsy crickets from song have ceased, 
And sound in the abyss of silence has been hurled. 


Our footsteps trampled the winter leaves, wind-blown, 
Startling the peaceful grandeur of the skies - 
And when we stirred from the dust an embedded stone, 
The moon stared downward with unforgiving eyes. 
It were a sin to have moved or uttered a word, 
Though the voiceful silence lay weighty upon our ears, 
For nothing in nature whispered, nor even stirred, 
But breathed with dark, strange, unaccountable fears. 


We were not alone, though there was none other there, 
For at an unspoken command we stood quite still, 

While the scent of the orange groves grew heavy to bear, 
And the bronze clouds halted above the topmost hill. 
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It seemed that time had come to its ultimate end— 
That none could witness such glory and still live on— 
For the moon, drawn closer, would surely now descend, 
(‘Twere better here to have lingered than to have 
gone )— 
Would descend and clasp us safely in silver arms, 
Would bear us aloft, to the heavens to belong ; 
For what has earth like the moon’s magnetic charms . . . ? 


But a blind bird shatters the silence with a song, 
And Olivet has become Mount Kurrajong. 
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STRANGER’S GUISE 


(adapted from the Indian) 


O ! weary the day he passed this way, 
With the full sun overhead : 
And tired his face, as with slow pace 
He wandered, uncompanionéd. 
—‘O ! stranger man, with brow so wan, 
(Fiery the midday air) 
Wilt thou not halt—take bread and salt, 
Or what thou choosest from my fare ? 
One moment dwell beside the well, 
Cool after burning sands— 
See! I have laid in palmtrees’ shade 
A bowl wherein to lave thy hands. 
Music shall cheer thy hungry ear, 
Soft carpets soothe thy feet, 
That thou may’st rest, till in the west 
Our Lord the Sun finds day complete 
—“] thank thee, friend, that thou didst lend 
What strangers may not claim : 
For kindliness now do | bless 
Thee in the Triune’s sacred name : 
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May blessings fall upon thine all— 
Wife, children, house, and kine ; 
For God doth love whom He may prove, 
And surely thou dost bear His sign !” 
Sang a lark in surprise, from evening skies : 
** The Christ goes often in stranger’s guise ; 
The Christ goes often in stranger's guise |!” 
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VERNAL 


Not with the cannon thundering, 

Nor with triumphant singing, 

Like to proud victors bringing 

To home a conquered princeling— 
But with a downy whirring, 
And a green, fragrant stirring, 
Earth before Heaven preferring, 

Enters the grandest king, 

Enters the Spring. 
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SEA SOLACE 


Never my path so clear 

As the moon’s upon water ; 
Nor on my ship to steer 

The hand that brought her 
(Scorpio high o’er the mast 

And Jupiter setting) 
Safely over the vast 

Deeps of forgetting. 
Whether my vessel lies 

In ocean heaving, 
Or to the home port flies 

Her known sea cleaving, 
Never so faithful a guide, 

The watch-night sharing, 
Shall I find at my side 

Through life’s seafaring. 


Nay ! But my heart shall feel 


Strange warmth, soft-falling ; 


And on my ear shall steal 
A whispered calling, 

When this brief hour is past, 
With no regretting 

(Scorpio high o’er the mast 
And Jupiter setting.) 
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PENTECOST REMEMBERED 


“A tongue of fire . . . the Pentecostal flame .. . 


“The Holy Comforter” . and then—you came. 
Words meaningless until I saw your eyes, 
And felt, within, the spirit upward rise. 
(Almost it seemed you tore away a blind ; 
] heard again the ‘‘ mighty rushing wind,” 
As through the startled air the unvisioned Dove— 
Making the room all radiant with love— 
Came down from heaven and set upon each brow 
The vivid symbol of His spirit-vow.) 


Softly you moved amidst the altar-space, 
Incense and candle-light about your face ; 
And all the while I felt a vibrant wave 
Reach out and draw me down the church’s nave, 
Wrapping me round with tenderness and peace 
As if, at any moment, life would cease, 
And I should place the other foot inside 
The heaven you showed to me at Whitsuntide. 
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NOVITIATE 


Love is no more, love is no less 

Than a soul's secret wistfulness, 

For how should transient words express 
Eternity’s infiniteness > 


Love is no more, love is no less 

Than gyve on hands that would caress, 
Than mute on lips that would confess, 
Than mask on eyes lest one should guess. 


Love is no more, love is no less 

Than a stilled prayer that may not bless, 
Yet bares the spirit’s nakedness 

To make devotion passionless. 


Love is no less, love is no more 
Than a hushed listening at a door 
For call of one who went before : 
Love is life schooled in patience-lore. 
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EASTER RECALLED 


The sun must sink to rise again ; 

No day is born till night has died. 
So, too, the level of the plain 

Shall bear me to the mountain-side. 


Even the bosom of the sea 
Is subject to her ebb and flow ; 
And that same hour that brings to me 
My happiness, may watch it go. 


Though fires which fall from heaven above 
Consume to ashes my desire, 

Shall not the spirit of new love 
Rise, phoenix-like, from out her pyre ? 


I would not ask unending bliss, 
Steeped only in the joy of life ; 

Since how could my soul value this, 
Knowing no sorrow and no strife ? 


When life holds less of gain than loss, 
Oh ! let one memory rise in me : 

Not only I must bear my cross— 
Christ carried His to Calvary ! 
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COUNSEL 


(from the German) 


Blind Cupid’s bow ne’er twangs in vain, 
His arrows in their mark remain. 


Seek not to wrench them forth again, 
Endure, instead, a brief hour’s pain. 


For who this counsel doth disdain 
Will find his whole heart torn in twain. 
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METAPHOR 


My soul is as a cloud. 
Thou art the sun. 

An it be golden-browed, 

An it be beauty’s shroud— 
Thy will be done ! 
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WITHHELD 


Only our eyes have met ; not yet our lips. 
Only our voices spoke ; our hearts were dumb. 
Yet hunger finds a banquet in a crumb, 
And thirst stands rigid guard by vagrant drips. 
Even the simplest word that outward slips 
May stir awake a passion that is numb. 
Within a little while the hour will come, 
Bearing the brew that every lover sips. 


Ah! who so poor as we, without one kiss ? 
Yet who so rich, with every thought in tune ? 
What should we of earth’s vainer pleasures miss, 
Whose spirits may eternally commune ? 


The love that our up-moving feet shall guide 
Is to the body, not the soul, denied. 
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“A LOVE THAT HATH NO FEEF FOR 
GARTH 


You taught me many things : how best to shield 
My deep affection from an earthly taint ; 
Yet not like one who glories as a saint 
That all unhallowed thoughts to him shall yield. 
It were no battle, had I not been steeled 
To win, to soothe my young heart’s restless plaint : 
And no surrender, had desire been faint, 
Or that glance lost its charm, which once appealed. 


But love grew steadily, with strength endowed, 
(For how shall that thing die which God hath 
blessed >) 
And now alone to service shall be vowed 


The hand that once had ached to be caressed. 


A gracious gift has my devotion won— 
The power to love, transcending union ! 
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SUMMONS 


Is there a man among you who can say : 

(Though it were but a whisper in the night) 

‘“Lo! I have heard the pleading voice of Right ! 
And has not armed his spirit for the fray ? 


” 


Smooth ease is never sent to lead the way 
Beyond waste desert and the guarded height. 
Who seeks to conquer must prepare to fight : 

Who wars for wisdom, his own doubt must slay. 


Cast off the shackles of a threadbare creed, 
Not all must fall who strive to stand alone ; 
The great from herd oppression must be freed ; 
To those who search for truth, the truth is shown. 


Ah ! would God kindle but one nation-soul 
To fire the guiding beacon on your goal ! 
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THE MYSTICAL EXPERIENCE 


I dip the hand of my spirit in wells of Thought ; 
I light my vision’s eyes at invisible fires ; 
Like a bird in the tangled branches that is caught, 
My soul holds captive music from unseen lyres. 
In one-swift moment I cross the chasm’d abyss, 
And all the world falls silently from my touch— 
Oh! the unutterable ecstasy of this 
Strange rapturous power my eager hand would 
clutch ! 


For I have waited and yearned through barren days, 
Nor echo nor promise companioning my soul. 
No pathway piercing the impenetrable maze, 
Save that which led to the part, not unto the whole. 
Yet here I walk by a fountain of living joy, 
In some green garden where love and peace abide. 
Where earth-remembrances, like stale sweets that cloy, 
In this inviolable purity have died. 


Oh ! could I wander hither without restraint, 

In glorious sunshine, alive with hallowing flame, 
Meeting alike with sinner and with saint, 

Praying, constantly watchful, till He came ! 
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STARLING 


Like a carved statuette 
Of jet, 
Poised on the only pedestal his world can boast— 
A tall, gaunt post— 
(Dull ebony would suit his lustre most), 
He takes a moment's rest ; 
And from his breast 
There rises up, not songs, 
But a strange melody that to no sphere belongs 
That is of earth. 
Where the moon hides by day, the sun by night, 
It has its birth ; 
Where the vast web-work of the stars is spun, 
And things too beautiful to meet oblivion 
Wander in long delight. 
It is a poignant sound, 
Not sad, 
Nor wholly glad ; 
Yet all the tumult of the world is drowned. 


Whenas, more swiftly than a shooting star, 
He flies 

To join his sable flock afar, 

And I pass on, 
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Some peaceful rapture from the earth has gone, 
Some transient glory faded from the skies. 
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SANCTUARY 


When I pass by that window where your light 
Slants through in hallowed beams to meet the night, 
I walk more slowly ; 
For like a swift, calm, silent stream there falls 
A fount of peace that to my spirit calls 
In accents holy. 


There into sanctuary at once | steal ; 
There unto me my heaven opens wide. 
Although the city clamours at my heel, 
Although the lit tram thunders by my side. 
And there, although I may not enter in, 
A prayer is breathed to shelter me from sin. 


Lo ! with your lamplight through the dark is shed 
Unconscious Benediction on my head. 
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ON A PREACHER 


Like to the summer tide that flows away, 
Yet leaves the panting beach all drenched with spray, 
His voice swept through the listeners gathered there, 
Till even silence echoed in the air— 
His voice, that seemed a fine-strung instrument, 
Interpreting that soul within him pent, 
Until each chord vibrated in the heart, 
And of the least one there became a part. 


They clung upon his every uttered word, 
As they had been struck mute, and no man stirred ; 
There was no rustle of a restless gown, 
No limb that quivered, and no eye cast down. 
Yea, had the trump of doom rung out that night, 
None there would have forsaken his delight. 


But some there are would cheat him of his power, 
Or ask why such great gift should be his dower. 
As well the robin bear no flaming breast, 
Or the white lily-bud in thorns be dressed. 
As well no streams into the main sea run, 
Or evening fade before the setting sun. 
When such things come to pass, his words may lie 
Cold on my unmoved heart ; then may I die. 


80 


iS OF GOVE 


Some, like a stealthy robber in the night, 

Entering a temple, strip the altar bare. 
Some raise a monument to their delight, 

And some tear down the heavenward-leading stair. 
Some glorify their love in all men’s sight, 

Some stone the tower which cleaves the upper air . . 
Where is the constant worship to compare 

With him whose love shall never be requite ? 


Only in loving shall the soul be lifted 

Above the immeasurable bitterness of earth ; 
Only through loving shall the dead, ungifted 

Of love in life, hope for returning birth. 


Love, even love which slowly withers away, 
Holds, like a rose, its fragrance after death ; 
That the lover weeping in solitary dismay 


Shall suddenly sense the perfume, and catch his 
breath. 


] think Christ had it in His mind, 
His words for love should be designed : 
‘“‘T am all things to all mankind.” 
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TIDINGS 
‘‘ From humble spark to mighty fire . 
He meant his message should inspire, 
But with those dreamers listened one 
Who burned with a tempestuous sun— 
Yet knew such mighty fire to be 
Less than the spark’s humility. 
‘* Death touches not the soul,” he said ; 
And J, who craved so to be dead, 
To quench this devastating flame, 
Shrank from yet one more hollow name. 
Others drew comfort, pure, divine : 
A shattered sanctuary was mine. 
“They who have loved shall never part . . .” 
Thus poured he solace on death’s smart. 
Yet here what balm for wounded pride, 
Unsought devotion, love denied ? 
What promise of desires fulfilled, 
Or yearning adoration stilled ? 


Ah ! let the humble spark still sleep, 
And its poor warmth unnoticed keep. 
Stir not the fitful glow awake, 
Without the power its thirst to slake, 
Lest, being roused, the mighty fire 
Become its own soul's funeral pyre ! 
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ABSOLUTION 


One came, by error’s weight bowed low, 
(Self-steeled, lest aught of fear might show), 
And to him said : 
“Lo ! I have done a grievous wrong— 
Bartered our good fame for a song— 
Pour, then, reproof upon my head.” 
Gently instead, 
As if he were more gracious friend than foe, 
He traced transgression’s path where it did go ; 
Found able reason, searched for righteous cause, 
Moved mountains of despair without a pause. 
Then, when by words that one had dreamed would smart, 
Yet eased the ache of a regretful heart, 
He had restored the spirit to its plane 
With his own tenderness triumphant gain, 
There came the thought : 
Truly ‘tis taught, 
Unto the smallest lamb shorn of his fleece 
God’s tempering wind conveys not pain, but peace. 
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TRANQUILLITY 


I am not fettered to the world today ; 

What men call peace has entered in my brain. 
I have traversed the seething sea of pain, 

Nor rise, nor fall, but keep my level way. 

To this poor slave so long beneath its sway, 
Earth’s empty hope of love with loss or gain 
Shall move with siren charms in vain, in vain : 

Henceforth my soul new masters shall obey. 


Yet though within smooth waters | have steered, 
No more adrift on unfulfilled desire, 


I have discovered what I half had feared—— 


Storms, not tranquillity, my soul inspire 


And wert thou here I might indeed confess 
Peace gives me but the husk of happiness ! 


84 


WORSHIP 


Let those who will pay homage to the sun : 

I] have another altar where | seek 

To lay my tributes, womanly though weak, 
(And how shall love reject what love hath done ?) 
I take my lowly offerings, one by one, 

Not forth to any grand Himalayan peak 

Where angels sing, and only gods may speak, 
But to a Man, and say : Thy Will be done ! 


Yet though I worship where His footsteps lead, 
Profess no wisdom save what He shall teach, 
Love finds but poor return in learned screed, 
And seeks more comfort than may lie in speech. 


Lo! at this altar where my soul doth fret, 
Olympus and Gethsemane have met. 
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TO THE CREATOR 


(adapted from the prose of George S. Arundale) 


O mighty Lord ! O universal Sun ! 

Whose loom the fabric of wide worlds has spun— 
Whose vast creations, rolling by in space, 
Mirror Thy heart within their heaven’s face. 


Both heart and substance are but forms of Thee, 
That clothe Thy glory, too divine to see ; 

And planets, circling in Thy far domain, 

Of light alone were born : for light remain. 


From pole to pole, across from East to West, 

There flows Thy power, through light made manifest : 
For where there is no basking in the Sun 
There lies eternal, deep Oblivion. 


As when the young fern mirrored in the pond 

Sees, clear and green, a second perfect frond, 
So when Thou on dim mortal worlds dost shine, 
The glory there reflected all is Thine. 


Lo! as Thou shinest, so doth life awake, 

And for each life new forms Thy light doth make ; 
Giving Thyself, and yet remaining whole, 
To join to Thee by light each fragment-soul. 
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Lord Sun art Thou to us, and yet shall we 

By Thy creation be as suns to Thee, 
When Thy controlling radiance o’er us streams, 
Surely it shall illumine our dull beams. 


Forth shines Thy light upon a myriad suns, 
On stable earth, or where swift water runs, 
In glowing fire, or through the lofty air— 
And though these shine, it is Thy light they share. 


Great silent stones, still rivers, and deep seas, 

Fresh flowers, young grass, rich earth, and leafy trees— 
All nature’s company, yea, heaven’s too, 
Are born of light, and render homage true. 


Some who are born of Thee are unaware 

Of that great heritage which they must bear ; 
And, all unconscious, Thy proud glory keep 
Unto the fading of their little sleep. 


Some wave fair visions round Thee, and their dream 
Creates a form, in beauty’s realm supreme ; 

For aught of ugliness that they may see 

Shall fade away in Thy reality. 
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There is a slow awakening where Thy light 

Has rent in twain the veil of mortal night. 
And like child readers, grappling with a word, 
Some lisp Thy wisdom, by Thy glory stirred. 


Yet sleep and dreams surrender not their sway ; 

Our wakening knowledge, fettered to a day, 
Shines vividly as Lightning-standing-still 
Before forgetfulness has slain our will. 


Light sleeps, light dreams, light wakes, and then—light 
knows, 
Ere the great doors to life itself unclose : 
What Thou sent winging on a lonely track 
Upon Thine own bright path comes speeding back. 


So from Thy depths of dream-transfigured sleep 
Thou shalt ascend, a higher throne to keep ; 

Until Thy light on its creative way, 

Blends with the shining of the Lord’s own Ray. 
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NEIGHBOURS 


(From the German) 


My heart has two apartments, side by side, 

And in the one dwells Gladness ; 

To speak above a whisper would be madness, 
Frail are the low partitions that divide 

Joy from her neighbour, Sadness. 


Sing on, O Joy ! and let me know a bliss 

Of thy most perfect making. 

Though I lose all by one sweet, brief partaking, 
How can | forfeit such an hour as this ? 

Hush ! Sorrow is awaking. 
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THE HEALER 


One walked through the streets of Nazareth, 
And life sprang up where there had been death ; 
The palsied slave, the rich man’s son, 
The servant of the Centurion, 
They who must cry: Unclean ! Unclean ! ; 
Lazarus, and the Magdalene, 
The halt, the maimed, and the groping blind, 
The weary in spirit, the sick in mind, 
The erring soul, the devil-possessed, 
And they by sin or shame oppressed. 
Oh ! who so wretched, or who so mean, 
But spake his Lord with a smile serene : 
** Take up thy bed and walk, my son, 
Thy faith for thee new life hath won.” 
‘Go, thou, my child, and sin no more : 
Thy father waiteth at his door.” 
‘“ Peace, crippled one, forget thy pain, 
Thy trust hath made thee whole again.” 


I like to think of you standing there, 

A shadowed halo around your hair. 
You might have been Luke, for unto him 
Fell the power to heal in flesh and limb. 
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(Or was your name unnumbered then 
Amongst the Twelve most blessed of men ?) 
You followed as He went walking down, 
Where eager hands clutched at His gown. 
You spoke no word, uttered no plea, 
But knelt when He said: ‘‘ Come unto Me.” 
One radiant smile on you He cast, 
And His garments brushed you as He passed. 
Thus shall your power the world outlast. 
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ALCHEMY 


Oft have you marked how at some secret thought 
Her lips have curved in a slow, pensive smile, 
As if the doubt that troubled her erewhile 
A calm assurance in its train had brought ; 
And wondered by what means the change were wrought, 
Or how thus swiftly she could reconcile 
Past grief with present joy, and still beguile 
To future hope a soul by suffering taught. 
Know, then, the alchemy your presence is : 
Your touch, your voice, your glance such forces wield 
That being near you kindles ecstasies, 
Till dark despair to luminous love must yield. 
So mothers, gazing on the child they bore, 
Forget the fretful moons that went before. 
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